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Author's Notes: 

| haven't been doing much writing, or at least not much fiction lately, so it felt really good to get back into it 
this way. | only found an idea for this prompt about a week ago, so it turned into a bit of a flurry of activity, 
a bit shorter than | thought it would be when | first started writing. | hope it is well-enjoyed! 


Meant as slash, but can be read as gen if so desired. 


Andi isn't quite sure who dragged the couch into the recording studio, or when, but he's grateful for it now. 
He sits down heavily, groping around his pockets for a pack of smokes before realizing he left them all in his 
jacket, draped over a chair at a mixing desk He stalls, contemplating whether the nicotine or the depths of the 
couch are calling more loudly, and slides further into a slouch with a defeated groan. There isn't a television, or 
even any music playing, but he can't be bothered to care, too exhausted even to be bored. Instead, he stares 
at a blank painted wall, feeling the way the heels of his boots dig into the questionable carpet as he slouches a 


few millimeters further on every exhale. 


Just as he's starting to find that he might have to muster the strength to drag himself back to upright for 
his own comfort, his neck starting to crick unpleasantly, he hears the telltale creak of hinges. He can tell from 
the rhythm of the footsteps that it has to be Weiki, and he slides another couple of centimeters down the 


couch in combined exhaustion and dread. 


"Oh, Andi.” 


He exhales a reply, somewhere in between a mumble and a grunt without any actual words contained in it. 


"What am | supposed to do with you? You're no good to the band if you ruin your back like this." 


Andi takes it in the sentiment that it's meant, having learned over the years that Weiki's only methods of 
emotional expression are insults and sarcasm, but can't bring himself to humour any bandmates regardless of 
sincerity. Instead, he looks up at the scowling face that has made its way about the room to stare down at 
him. For once there is no cigarette hanging from between his lips, but the way Weiki is moving his jaw means 
that it's a matter of minutes before it appears. A black shoe taps the ground, and Weiki huffs impatiently. 


"No, I'm not doing this with you right now. Up, or at least lie down properly." 


As if to punctuate his point, he nudges one of Andi's boot-clad feet like one might a child's toy left abandoned 
in the middle of the carpet. 


Considering the compromise, Andi hauls one foot, and then the other, up onto the arm of the couch and lets 
his head flop back onto the seat. It isn't really long enough for anyone to lie back on except for Kai, and judging 
by the stain that shows up in some lights it wasn’t exactly lying back that Kai had been using it for, but he 
finds it hard to care. He's been in bands, and in bands with people who think being friends with Kai Hansen is a 
good idea, for too long to be particularly bothered by questionable stains that have long since dried and 
unsanitary use of public areas. And now he's one of those people who thinks that being in a band with Kai 
Hansen is a good idea. 


Fuck. 


He says the last word aloud, not planning to impose the context on Weiki. Weiki has been as close to excited as 
Weiki ever gets over this whole thing, even as he moans about record company interference and presses the 
"end call" button on their management in a way that makes it obvious that he misses phones that could be 
hung up violently. Perhaps Weiki won't even parse enough to consider context, it comes out garbled and halfway 


into a groan. 


The questionable couch that Kai has most likely fucked someone on, probably someone in the band, gives a 
creaking groan as Weiki places himself in the space Andi left between his head and the other armrest. He still 
has enough of that casual Weiki composure about him that he doesn't flop or collapse, exactly, but he sits 
down with a firmness that could be charged by annoyance or an accelerated giving in to gravity. Knowing him, 


most likely both. 


Sure enough, Weiki pulls a pack of smokes and a lighter from somewhere. He fumbles uncharacteristically in 
pulling one out and lighting it, and for the first time Andi seriously considers that Weiki might be feeling as 
tired as he is. He drags enough of himself together to chain together a few words of coherent German. 


"Pass me one?" 


A hand comes up off the couch to emphasize, though it doesn't make it all the way to Weiki. His bandmate 
huffs a sigh instead of answering, but it's the kind of sigh that might have some affection in it if you were to 
peel back enough layers of sarcasm and spite to get at the parts underneath. He lifts the lit cigarette to his 
lips and takes a deep inhale. For a couple of long seconds, everything is still, Weiki's chest frozen at the apex of 
his breath, hands locked in place. Andi stops breathing too, too caught in the sudden stillness. For just a 
moment, nothing moves. Weiki holds the smoke in his lungs, and Andi holds the faint sense of peace in his. He 
doesn't hear the buzz of the vents or the hum of the lights, the couch releases its grip where gravity and 
fatigue had been trying to drag Andi into its depths. It's as if the whole world's axis of rotation is Michael 
Weikath, and that first drag on the cigarette has stopped it in its tracks. 


A long-fingered hand pulls the cigarette from between thin lips. The moment is broken, not with a bang but 
with a slow easing back into reality. Andi's eyes follow the cloud that slowly slips from the space left behind, 
partly craving his own smoke but mostly entranced by the way the particles drift on the still, stale air of the 
studio. 


That same hand is lowered, passing by Andis attempt at an offered hand entirely to rest the still-lit smoke 
against Andis lower lip. Andi catches it and takes his own deep inhale. Time doesn't stop, this go around, but 
everything seems to smooth out and slow down nonetheless. The world comes back into focus, even as the 
sharp edges of his mind are smoothed out and a bit of the tension he was still managing to hold in his back 
and shoulders begins to ease out. He exhales, a small cloud drifting up to where the first one had gradually 
dissipated, and he hears Weiki exhale in time with him. 


He expects Weiki to pull out his own smoke, the game now done, but he reaches for the one he had given Andi 
instead. Once again, Andi's hand doesn't quite make it all the way up, but Weiki seems happy to reach down and 
pluck it from un-resisting fingers. 


They last like this until the cigarette has burned all the way down to a stub, and Weiki has snuffed it out on 
the ashtray that still rests next to the couch in spite of all the dirty looks Michi has taken to throwing it. 
Andi, stretched out on the pillows with his feet kicked up, head nearly in Weiki's lap where he's sitting up in a 
relaxed approximation of upright. It feels overwhelmingly like decades ago, when they'd pass a smoke back and 
forth to make it last longer because they didn't know if success would last long enough for buying a pack for 
himself whenever he felt like it to stop feeling like a luxury. 


It makes Andi feel slightly, stirringly homesick, a vague barely-there feeling insinuating itself in under all the 
other feelings that were gathering together to make him feel altogether too tired to do anything with them 
except for letting them stagnate. This is his studio, his home, but a faint longing for something else that isn't 
here anymore still twinges at him. 


Weiki must be thinking something similar. Not the same, because he loves and hates very different things of 
what they have now, but maybe a different thread of the same feeling. "I miss being young sometimes." As he 


speaks his hand drifts towards the pocket where he'd tucked away the pack of cigarettes, but it settles near 
Andis hair instead. 


"Doesn't everyone?" 


"I think that if you don't miss being young sometimes, it's because you haven't gotten old yet. That isn't all of 
what | meant, though." 


"Then what is?" 


“All of this." He gestures towards the door that leads to the mixing desk, the guitars in stands against the 
walls, the extra lines of amps and the pink Flying V in a place of honour in the corner where it is least likely to 
be tripped over. "Is like being young, to me. It's a break from remembering what its like to know each other 


too well to tolerate one another, it's not being old enough to have figured out how to be tired of everyone.” 


Andi exhales in what he hopes is an understanding huff. He doesn't particularly want this conversation but isn't 
willing to shut it down either. 


Weiki clearly takes it as a sign to continue. "It's the best of both worlds, really. It's everything I've built, but 
returned to me nearly all of what I've broken along the way. But we don't need to keep it if it isn't what you 


want." 


It isn't what Andi was expecting, and he stays too stuck on those last few words to say anything. 


"This, for me, is the past. But your ‘young and happy’ was after I'd already burned down mine. | won't throw 
away what you were already content with just because l'm a tired old man looking for something I've mostly 


given up on" 


‘Content really is the right word, in this case, to Andi. It implies a lot of things that just being ‘happy’ doesn't. 
It says that things are good enough as they are, that nothing needs to change. That maybe they could be 
better, but that the risk of everything getting worse isn't worth it. IHs looking around at his situation and 
feeling like everything is finally where it needs to be. He mulls that over, wondering how deliberate that choice 
of words is and if it changes anything. 


Weiki must have had enough of mulling over, because he starts to speak again. "If you need me to, we'll tell 
management to fuck off, lock down the studio, do one nice fun little tour where everyone gets along in the way 
that they do when know exactly how long they have to put up with each other for, and everything can settle 


back into normal." 


"You don't have to do that!" He doesn't stop to think about it before it comes bursting out: 


"| don't have to, but | could" 


This time, he forces himself to think of his answer before speaking. He was content, the way it was before. His 
studio, his songs, it would always be Weiki's band but it had started to feel like his as well. But the change 
hadn't been all bad. For all his frustrations, he genuinely liked Kai. And he and Michi had clicked from the first 
time they talked, for all that they were very different people musically. He had a sinking feeling that it would 
become a bigger roadblock the more they tried to work together on anything but for now, it was.. nice. It 
wasn't anything to do with either of them, personally, that had him a hair away from falling apart. It was that 
old quote about trying the same thing over again and expecting different results, it was the way Kai and Weiki 
and Michi and Markus always treated each other like they all thought everyone else in the room was a ticking 


time bomb, and sooner or later someone was going to stick a word straight in an old scar and for all his years 


with the band Andi had no idea whether it would deflate the tension or blow everything up. 


Michi had called him "the man that saved Helloween" once, when they were sharing a beer and nobody had 
actually thought the words "Pumpkins United" yet but there was a vague sense that everyone was surprised 
by how little shouting was happening and maybe things could move forward if they were just careful enough. 
He wasn't sure he could do that twice. 


If this went the way everyone was half-dreading half-expecting it to, what would become of Andi? There would 
be no Andi Deris to have the exact right voice and the exact right smile to swoop in and save Weiki's band 
after everything fell apart. He'd be stuck right in the middle as it imploded. Would he and Weiki still be speaking 


to one another ina year or two? 


What would he do, if everyone remembered how much they drive each other mad and all the screaming 


comes back and there is no Helloween left for him to piece together? 


Would he be able or even willing to forgive himself, if he was the one to pull the plug on the whole thing 
because he didn't quite trust Weiki to know if hatchets were as buried as they all wanted to believe they 


were? 


Long fingers come drift to tangle in Andi's hair, less of it than there used to be but still enough to fall across 
the couch cushions in a way that could be elegant and dramatic but probably just looks tired They don't pull 
or tug, just touching enough for Andi to be vaguely aware of it without turning to look. Weiki isn't a 
particularly physical person, he usually avoids touching just for the sake of touching, but perhaps he needs the 
reassurance too. Andi rolls his head into it, just a bit, returning the contact gratefully. It puts Andi in the 
perfect position to look up at Weiki's face, a little older but barely changed since they first met, and look him 
in the eyes for the first time since he had entered the room. 


"| don't want to watch everything fall apart again, it was bad enough the first time when | wasn't even in the 
middle of it. But | don't think we need to." The hand stutter-stops, before returning to its half-stroking contact. 
Andi takes that as a sign to continue, still watching the unreadable expression in Weiki's eyes. "I think we should 
finish this damn management obligation of a song, make something fun that the fans will sing along to when 
Michi and | are up there figuring out how to sing it together. And we do the tour, and don't plan anything 
further than that, but we don't say we aren't going to do anything further either. None of this ‘getting along 
because we know we don't have to forever’ business, a proper test drive. And if the tour ends and nobody 
hates each other yet, then we just keep going, pull out the riffs everyone writes in the back of the tour bus 
and see if any of it fits together, and keep doing that until people forget how to like each other again. And if it 
needs calling off, we call it off before everything goes to shit instead of rehashing everything that anyone has 
ever done to hurt one another. But | don't think we've gotten there yet" 


Weiki is frozen, looking down at Andi with a slightly different but still unreadable expression on his face. Then, 

surprising both of them, he laughs. Not a snicker or a dry chuckle, both of which he employs regularly, but a 
full belly laugh that Andi can feel through the couch. It only lasts a moment before settling into a less tense 

sort of quiet calm, but it catches Andi by surprise. "Call it off before everything goes to shit, | think we can 

pull that off, at least." 


Emboldened, Andi adds one last condition "And you, Markus, Kai and Michi need to stop treating each other like 


someone is about to blow or somebody actually will, and | want this to work." 


Weiki doesn't break out laughing again, probably having exhausted his quota for the day of positive emotions 
not couched in snark, but he pulls out another smoke. He seems reluctant to take his hand away from Andi 


but he lights it carefully with steady hands, taking a deep drag. 


This time, as he exhales, Andi reaches up to take the smoke from the hand that reaches to pass it over to 
him, and brings it to his own lips. 


The two little clouds of smoke mingle in the air above him, before dissolving into the comfortable silence. 


